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See, thine hairs are falling all,
Poor Anacreon !   How they fall!
Whether I grow old or no,
By these signs I do not know ;
But this I need not to be told,
5 Tis time to live, if I grow old " -

which he declaimed " with a beautiful cadence.9*
And he was still living, thriftless of his energy,
when at the age of eighty-eight, on March 2nd,
1791, death overtook him hard by his chapel in
the City Road, to which he had just returned
after preaching his last sermon at Leatherhead.
He knew he was dying and gave directions that
he should be buried in nothing but woollens. On
his death-bed he still sang hymns, cheerfully,
until he was too weak and could only murmur
phrases. " Farewell, farewell," he whispered to
those who came to say good-bye, the only one
among them unmoved, happy, " Now we have
done," he murmured, " let us all go." The last
evening, " finding his friends could not under-
stand what he said, he paused, and with all his
remaining strength cried out, ' The best of all is,
God is with us.5 Then, lifting up his dying arm in
token of victory, and raising his feeble voice with a
holy triumph," he again repeated the words,
" The best of all is, God is with us." That night,
" I'll praise, I'll praise," was all he could utter.
The next morning, at about ten o'clock, he passed
quietly away, without a groan ; and his friends.